The Httterie of 

Which I 400 .y ceres ago were naild. 

For our aduantage, on the bitter crofte. 

But this ourpurpofc now is tvvelue month old p 
And bootlefle t’is to tell you wc will goe. 

TSiereforc we meete not now : then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Coofcn Weftmerland, 

What yefternight our Counfell did decree 
3 n forwarding this decre expedience. 

rreft. My liege, this hafte was hot in quettion, 
And many limitsof the charge fet downc 
But veficrnight.whcn all athwart there came 
A port from Wales, loaden with heauynewes, 

Whole wortt was, that the noble Mortimer, 

Leading the men ofHerdfortthre to fight 
Ao-ainll the ir; egular.and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welchman taken, 

A thousand ofhis people butchered,- 
Vpon whole dead corps there was fuch miluie, 
Suchbeaftly fhanieleflc transformation 
By thofe Welchworaen done, as may not be 
Without much fhair.e, retold, or fpoken of. 

King. It feemes then that the tidings of this broile, 
Brake off our bufinefle for the holy Land. 

jvefi. This matcht with otherhke my gracious L. 
For more vneuen and vnwelcomcnewes 
Came from the North, and thus it did import: 

On holy roode day, the gallant Hotfpur there, 

Yong Harry Percy, and braue Archibold, 

That cuer valiant and appreoued Scot, 

At Holmedon met, where they did fpend 
A fad and bloudy houre: 

As by difeharge oftheir artillery, 

And fiiape oflikelihood the newes was told s 
Tor he that brought them in the very heat 
And pride oftheir contcntion,did take horfc 
Vncertaine ofthe ifliie any way. 

Kiu^. Here is deare, a true induftrious friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from Jus horfe. 


Henry the fourth. 

Stain’d with the variatibn of each foile. 

Betwixt that Holmedon, and this feate of ours s 
And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcome newes , 

The Earle of Douglas is difeomfited, 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty knights 
Balkt in their owne blood. Did fir Walter fee 
On Holmedons plaioes,of prifoners Hotfpur tookc" 

Mordake Earle of Fife, and cldeft fonne 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earle of Athol, 

Of Murrey, Angus, and Menteith: 

And is not this an honourable fpoile? 

A gallant prize? Ha coofen, is it not? In faith it is. 

Weft. A conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad, and mak’ft mefinae 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to fo bleft a fonne; 

A fonne, who is the theame of honors tongue, 

Amongft a groue, the very ftraighteft plant, 

Who is fweete fortunes minion and her pride, 

Whilft I by looking on the praife of him, 

See ryot and dilhonour Paine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou’d, 

That fome night- tripping fairy had exchang'd 
In cradle- clothes, our children where they lay, 

And call’d mine Percy, His Plant3genet, 

Then would I haue his Harry, and he mine; 

But let him from my thoughts. What chinke you cook 
Of this yong Percies pride? The prifoners, 

Which he in this aduenture hath furpriz’d, 

To his owne vfe he keepes, and fends me word, 

3 fhall haue none, but Mordake Earle of Fife. 

Weft. This is his vnckles teaching .-This is Worcefter, 
Maleuolent to you in all afpe&s, 

Which makes him prune himfelfe, and brittle vp 
The creft of youth againft your dignitic. { 

King. But 1 haue fent for him to anfwere this: \ 

And for this caufe,a while we mutt negle£k 
Our holy purpofe to Ierufalcm. 

A s Cpofenj 
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